TflE BLOOMFIELD CITIZEN: uLOOMFIELP, J«> 


JACK’S SWEETHEART. 

“Aunt, you must listen to moP Tbo 
proud head is thrown back and the blue 
eyes are flashing like aappfcfcec in the 
pn “I wiU not marry Mr. Cheater—I 
despise him! You know well that if he 
had no money you would iiever admit 
him to your bouse! Oh, aunt, 1 never 
even dreamed you were so mercenary!” 

“I am not—for myself. It is for you, 
child—it is of your future that I am 
thinking. 1 must die some time, and you 
know the conditions of my husband’s 
will make it impossible for me to leave 
• you one penny. Could you bear poverty 
after enjoying all the pleasures which 
wealth can give? Ah, child, it is a hard, 
bitter opponent to battle with when one 
is so young and lovely as you are!” 

“1 have a profession, aunt. 1 shall 
not starve. And even if 1 had no way 
of earning my bread I would not marry 
a man whom 1 detest for his money.'* 

“Perhaps you and Jack Dunraven 
have resolved to try poverty together, 
suggests Mrs. Thornton. 

There is the faintest suspicion of a 
sneer on the handsome month, but she 
is too well bred to allow it to become 
anything more than a suggestion. 

“Poverty with the man 1 love would 
be happiness compared with a blighted 
life. Aunt, do you believe in mercenary 
marriages?” ... I . 

“Why not? 1 married the man my 
parents chose for me; a man they knew 
could give me everything my heart de¬ 
sired and as whose wife I would be a 
queen in society.” 

“Were you happy?” 

The handsome brows contracted a lit¬ 
tle. 

“Yes. child —what an absurd ques¬ 
tion." * 

“Ah, auut, 1 dou’t believe it! Yon 
were not as happy as you could have 
been. Do you really think that 1 would 
be happy as Mr. Chester's wife? Let 
your heart speak." 

But the inscrutable mask is ou her 
face again; that instant’s agony is over. 
She had cast off the yonng lover who 
had her love for the wealthy suitor. 
Well, the world is no wiser. 

“Why should yon not?” she says. 
“You would be mad to reject him, Beth. 
He can give you every luxury—more 
even than 1 cam He is old, true, but 
that is nothing. He would exchange 
his wealth for your youth and beauty. 
You could do uo better. Lven l, with 
all my aiubitiou, would be satisfied with 
such a marriage. You have done bril¬ 
liantly—exceeded my hopes. But you 
must forget Jack;' he is poor, he could 
never make yon happy.” 

“Is wealth, luxury, pleasure all one 
must live for? Is love tq have uo place 
in one’s life at all?” cries Beth. 

Mrs. Thorntdu shrugs her beautiful 
shoulders. 

“When one is young one’s heart is apt 
to take the lead iu one's life,” she says. 
“You are young, what is to be expected? 
Mr. Chester will be here this evening- 
see that he. receives the answer he 
should.” 

With this she sweeps gracefully away, 
throwing a significant smile at her niece 
as she closes the door.. 

“Ah, Jack,” said Beth Russell, softly, 
“1 will be true to you till death—through 
poverty, through everthing! You doubt 
my love uow. but some day I will prove 
to you - how even a society girl can love. 

• •)•••• 

It has been bitterly cold all day, and 
for the first time perhaps in many weeks 
the street corners are deserted. A warm 
house and a warmer fire is every stray ’| 
pedestrian’s goal. And now, jnst at 
dusk, as the lights are jnst peeping 
through the gathering gloom, a fine, cut¬ 
ting snow begins to fall. 

The usual crowd at the little station 
is dispersing; the bustle and excitement 
caused by the arrival of the through 
passenger train has subsided and the op¬ 
erator is left once more to herself. 

Hhe closes her key with a little snap, 
goes up to the blazing fire in the huge, 
ugly stove and bolds out her slender 
hands to its warm radiance. 

l 

“The petted darling of a wealthy home 
and innumerable friends in a common 
serge gown!" She laughs softly and 
rubs oue hand up and down the sleeve of 
her dress. “1 wonder what Mr. Chester 
would say were he to see me now! Ah, 
poor aunt, 1 wish you could have lived! 
But perhaps it is best as it is, and 1 am 
glad—glad you could not leave me one 
dollar. Poor, proud Jack! When he 
hears that 1—1, the supposed heiress— 
am poor, even poorer than he is, will he 
come to me—then?" 

The door opens and slams, letting in a 
cold gust of rain, wind and snow. 

“Ah, Lenn, is that you?" she says 
brightly/as a young giant of a fellow 
comes toward her, shaking the snow 
from his clothes like a great dog. “How 
could you remember me on a night like 
this? And no overcoat!” she exclaims. 
“Why, you will freeze!" 

His handsome face lights up with a 
smile that displays a dazzling row of 
teeth. 

“Perhaps 1 stopped in to get warm," 
he said roguishly, “and not to see you at 
all. Why, it was only yesterday that 1 
saw you!” 

Then the brightness dies out of his 
face, and some of the yoothfulnesa goes 
with it. 

“Ah, what an eternity that has seemed 
to me," he says, his eyes dark with 
earnestness. “Every minute spent away 
from you is a blank. 1 never knew what 
it was to count the minutes before you 
came. 1 never bad this restlessness be¬ 
fore, but with you 1 am calm; you quiet 
me; just one glance from your eyes— 
that is enough." 

She lays one soft little hand on his 
powerful brown one. 

“Poor Lenn!” she says softly. “1 am 

sorry.” 9 * \ 

He turns away and draws one hand 
across hi* eves, then smiles at her in 
almost his usual light hearted fashion. 

•By the way.” he says, “1 am afraid 
the bridge across the river just below 
hare will not hold 0Qci tonight if it is as 
loaded m usual. Well, I’m off; 1 may 
be back this way in an hour to help yon 
w —' away tbs oald." 

Iwi t fo n a his coat about his throat 




and draws his fur cap over his eyes. At 
H* door ha looks back and hesitates. 

f||) strangely reluctant to leave 
yon here all alone,” he says wistfully. 

••Why, what oonld harm me?" 

"Nothing in all Trenton, that I know 
of—bat—would you,like me to stay with 
you?" I 

“How good you are!" she says. “But 
do yon I would allow yon to go 

without your supper in order that you 
may protect me from unaeen peril? 
She laughs merrily. “No, Lenn, 1 am 
as safe as it—as if—well, nothing can 
happen to me, at all events. So go with 

a clear conscience.” 

And this time be goes and does not 

look back. 

She shivers a little as she remembers 
what he has said about the bridge. 
What a sodden ohill of terror his words 
had struck to her heart. 

••The bridge will not hold 002!” the 
says to herself. “It is a through passen¬ 
ger and will not stop unless 1 signal it. 
I must find out. It is not due for half an 
hour yet. i shall have time. ” 

She throws along, dark cloak over 
her shoulders and takes down a red light 
from the walL With another glance at 
the clock she rushes ont in the stormy 
black night Down the track she speeds, 
the lantern dancing through the dark¬ 
ness like a will-o’-the-wisp. The bridge 
is abont a quarter of a mile from the 
station, but she knows every step of the 
way. Suddenly a deep, roaring sound 
meets her ears. 

“The river! The river!” she gasps. 
“Lenn said today it had risen fearfully. 
That fTail bridge will be swept away as 
if it were a stick* in such a tierce tor¬ 
rent." 

Now she is at the bridge—but where 
is the bridge? The last of it is swept 
away in the blacky seething waters as 
she reaches the bank, and at that mo¬ 
ment, another sound, heard faintly 
above the roar of the river, sends a new 
terror to her heart. A distant thunder¬ 
ing sound, and she knows the train is 
coming through the ent half a mile 
away. 

‘Oh, God, for some strength!" she 
groans. “AJP those souls must not be 
lost!” * 

She struggles on through the fearful 
wind that drives the thin, cuttiug snow 
in her face like so many tiuy lashes. On 
comes the express—nearer, uearer. Grad¬ 
ually the roar of the river changes into 
the roar of the oncoming train. Once 
she stumbles and falls, and her fingers, 
stiff with cold, almost lose their grasp 
on the precious red signal; but she is up 
almost before she touches the ground. 

‘Only a few more rods." she breathes, 
“and they are saved!" 

Now she cun see the lights from the 
station, aud almost simultaneously there 
flashes around a curve in the inky dark 
ness the headlight of 003 coming down 
the track at full speed. 

W\th a last desiderate effort she gains 
the station, and, standing in the center 
of the track, waves the red light fran¬ 
tically above tier head. She tries to cry 
out—her voice is drowned iu the roar 
of the wind and the approaching train, 
Btot the engineer’s head is out of the cab 
window; be sees the slender, wind blown 
figure on the track, her tragic white face 
gleaming in the dazzling glare of the 
headlight. He throws back his lever, 
and gradually— gradually—the \ long 
train comes to a standstill, the engine 
panting and quivering like a live thing 
and sending out great volumes of dense 
smoke. 

They are saved! The lantern falls 
from her numb hand, and she sinks 
down on the track, shivering aud trem¬ 
bling all over. There is a crowd about 
her in an instant asking questions that 
she is too exhausted to reply to, but 
among all the Strange faces she sees one 
familiar one that sends the blood to her 
white face and the light to her eyes. 
She holds out her hand with a little 
faint cry, and it is clasped in both of 
Jack’s warm ones and held close to his 
heart r 

Then she turns to the conductor, wtw 
is standing impatiently beside her. 

“The bridge is gone,” she says. The 
words come with difficulty through her 
white, cold lips. “1 went down to see 
and reached here barely in time to save 
the train.” 

When they all know what has occurred 
what a cheer is raised for her! Jack 
leads her into the station and brings the 
best chair he can find in the office and 
seats her before the glowing fire-her 
own Jack! And she has saved his 
life! A great throb of exultation goes 
through her as she sees him standing 
there, so strong and tall and handsome. 
Ah, now he knows how a society girl 
can love! 

She is almost dead with cold, but she 
smiles faintly at him and then the white 
lids close, but not before she knows 
Lenn is beside her and has her hand in 
his and is bending over her, his young 
face white and anxious, and so, between 
the two men who love her, she gains 
consciousness after a little and receives 
the heartfelt thanks of all the passen¬ 
gers. 

Jack and Lenn have shaken hands 
cordially and >Lenn, with a horrible 
ache in his heart, has gone away and 
left them together. He knows that is 
the man that Beth loves, but he bears 
it bravely. Beth is happy and he tries 
to be glad for her sake. 

Jack has her hands in his and is look¬ 
ing into the sweet, shy eyes. 

“Yon have saved my life, Beth,” he 
says, and the gay voice is very grave 
now. “Are you going to make me wish 
that yon had not? 1 had heard of your 
aunt’s death, and my heart ached for 
you, but 1 dared not come near you. 1 
waited to hear of your marriage to Mr. 
Chester, but I did not Ah! Beth, brave 
little girl, to face poverty when you 
could have commanded millions by a 
single little word.” 

It was for you. Jack,” she says in a 
low voice. “1 loved yon—could 1 swear 
to love another? Aunt tried very hard 
to persuade me to accept Mr. Cheater. 
Poor auutr she sighs, aud the shadowed 
eyea brighten with a smile. “1 have 
you. Jack,” she says. “You will never 
me again,” softly, “will you?" 

“No. •WMthMTt.- ho Koto, 



William A. Lehr 

of Kendallvllle, Iwl., says Hood’s 
Hood’s Sarsaparilla is 

King of Medicines 

And His Cure Was 

Almost a Miracle 

“C. I. Hood & Co,, Lowell. Mass. 

“Gentlemen: When I was 14 years of age 
I was confined to my bed for several months 
by an attack of rheumatism, and when I had 
partially recovered 1 did not have the use of 
iny legs, so tliat J had to go on crutches. 
About a year later, Mer«f«la, In the form of 

White Swellings, 

appeared on various parts of my body, and 
for eleven years 1 was an Invalid, being 

Mmed «• nay bed nix year*. In that time 
ten or eleven of these sores appeared and 

broke, causing me great pain and suffering. 
Several times pieces of bone worked out of 
the sores. Physician* did not help me aud 

I Became Discouraged 

“ I went to Chicago to visit a sister, as it 
was thought a change of air and scene might 
do me good. But I was confined to my bed 
most of the time. 1 was so impressed 
with the success of Hood’s Sarsaparilla 
in cases similar to mine tliat I decided to try 
It So a bottle was bought, and to my great 

f [ratification the sores h»m»u decreased, aud 
►egaii to feel lietter. Tills strengthened my 
faith in the medicine, aud in a short time 1 was 

Up and Out of Doors 

To make a long story short, I continued to 
take Hood's Sarsaparilla for a year, when 1 
had become so fully released from the chains 

of disease that I took a position with the 
Flint Si Walling Mfg. Co., and since tliat time 
have not lost a single day ou account of 
sickness. I always feet well am iu good 
spirits, and have a good ap|>eUte. J endorse 

Hood’s Sarsaparilla 

for it has been a great blessing to me^and to 
my friends my recovery seems almost mirac¬ 
ulous. I think Hood's Sarsaparilla is the 
king of ail medicines.” Wiii.iam A. I.khk, 
No. i» North lfuilroadst., Keiidallville. Iii«|. 

Hood * l*ill a cure Biliousness. 


Life Insurance 

AND INVESTMENT. 
Mutual Life Consols. 


The Consul Policy recently Announced 
by The Mutual Life Insurance Com¬ 
pany of Nrw York combine* More Ai>- 
VANTAOF5* with FEWER RFSTKIGTION* 
than any Investment Insurance contract 
ever offered. It consolidate* 

INSURANCE, 

ENDOWMENT. j 
INVESTMENT, 

f 

ANNUAL INCOME. 

No other company offer* thl* policy. 
Apply only to Company’s neare*t Agent 
for detail*. 

RICHARD A. McCTRDY, President. 
ROBERT A. GRANNISH, Vice-President. 

GEORCE B. RAYMOND. 

General State Agent, v 

745 BROAD STREET, NEWARK. 

Any information cheerfully furnished 
on application to 

J. CORY JOHNSON, 

P. O. Box 232, Bloomfield, N. J. 

BLOOMFIELD 

Savings Institution 

JONATHAN W. POTTER, President. 

JOSEPH K. OAfcES, Vice-President. 

Office: 7 Broad St., near Bloomfield Are. 

Hours, 9 a. m. to 4 P. M. Also, Mondays 
from 7 to 9 p. m. 

An abstract of the Annual Report made Janu¬ 
ary 1. IKyj, to the Board of Control of the State 
of New Jersey, and filed Iu the Department of 
the Secretary of State In pursiiAuce of law. 
STATEMENT JANUARY 1, 18W. 
RESOURCES. 

Bonds and mortgagee.$1.18.400 00 

Real Estate. :t,ooQ 00 

U. 8. and other bonds. 81.084 00 

Interest due and accrued. 4,040 00 

Office furniture, etc. 500 00 

Cash iu bank and office. 19,97^67 

$217,899 <0 

LIABILITIES. 

Due depositors (Including Interest).. $300,067 94 
Surplus.. 17,531 66 

$217,899 60 

Interest Is credited to depositors on the first 
days of January and July in each year for the 
three and six months then ending. Deposits 
made ou or before the first business day In Jan, 
“xry, April. July, and October, bear Interest 
from the first day of the month. All Interest 
when credited at once becomes principal and 
bears Interest accordingly. . 

_JO SEPH H. DODD, Trea surer. 

A. P. CAMPBELL. 

Carpenter and Builder. 

SHOP: 

518 Bloomfield Ave. 

Estimates Cheerfully Furnished. 

Jobbing Prmnnllv Attended tn. 


John Rassbach & Son, 

% / 

Florists and Nurserymen 


Cor. Mldlar d and Maolls Avsi. 





THE 


AMERICAN HOUSE, 

BLOOMFIELD, N. J» 



At the Centre, three minutes’ walk from 
the P., L. & W. R. R. station, 


All kind* of Bottled Beer for Family U*e 
delivered. 

Special attention given to Tran dent 
Guests. 

W. R. COURTER, Proprietor. 


I i Foot of MONROE PLACE. Bloomfield, and 
YARDS: jj^qq^FIELD AVENUE R. R. Crossing. Glen Ridp e . 


Telephone 



No. 19. 


RESTAURANT, 

Separate Dining-Room for Im die*. 

Meals Served at all Hours, Day or Night. 


FIDELITY 

TITLE AND DEPOSIT 
COMPANY, > j 

7S1 Broad Street, • Newark. 


c'apitai .imans 

DEPOSITS. 27 U.UMU 


Receives f«»r nafe keeping Securities. Plate. 
PaperM aud other valuable** uml rent?* Saf* I»e- 
jtoMil Boxe?* in Ite fire and burglar pr«*«f 
vault* «i moderate rate**. 

oUAKANTF.rs THE TITLE TO REAL FSTATF. 
in Newark and E**-*e\ County agnin*l fraud, 
accident and errors, «t fixed cliargee. aud will 
defend at Its own t*X|«*-n*c any m-tloii twilight 
a gal net the holder of i»iie of ttw own |«>lleiee by 
reaeon of any error in their tltiee. 

Depoeit?* received and I liter*** l allow***! on 
daily balance* subj*‘< l to check :it eight, atid a 
higher rale *»f interest I* allowed to de|*» editor* 
win* agree t*» give *lxiy day*’ notice ,,f ilictr In- 
lent ion t<> * I raw against their tlrp alt, || ' j 

HEW BAKEEV 

FRANK C BUCHER, 

Fancy Bread, Cake & 
Pie Bakery, 

Cor. Liodeo and Glenwood Aves. 

Louis Johnson, 

House & Fresco Painter. 

KALSOMINING, 

PAPER-HANGING. 

'GRAINING. 

Residence^ 315 Franklin Street, 

m.OOMKIKU). 

Oilier* by mall will receive prompt at¬ 
tention. 


Orders addressed to Box 118. Glen Rldce. will receive prompt attention. 

Bloomfield Office: PELOUBETS HARDWARE STORE. 


Nathan Russell’s 

Property in Glen Ridge, Bloomfield, Watsessing, 
and Brookdale for Sale, Rent or Exchange. 

OFFICE OPPOSITE THE BANK, BLOOMFIELD. 


REAL ESTATE 
. AGENCY. 


At 


Residence after 6 P. M., No. 197 Ridgewood Ave., corner 

Clark St., Glen Ridge. 

Agent for the “Sun FireOfttoe** Insurance C'ii.huhI the Firemen’* 

liisiiraiiee Co. of Newark, N. *1. 


U. GALLOWAY TEN EYCK, 

ARCHITECT. 

Have hnd 1.1 year*’ experience In planning and 
count ruction of wuburl»an and city dwelling*, 
ami will give my |»ntmnw the Itenehl of my long 
experience. liuelnoefc woMdted In all parU of 
llie country. 

Cor. Market an<l Broad Streets 

(Firemen’s Insurance Building), 
NEWARK, N. J. 

Belleville, N. J., Office, Washington Avenue, 
iifiar John Street. 


THEODORE CADMUS & SON, 

the old and reliable build¬ 
ers, are prepared to give 
estimates on either new 
work or remodeling. 

Jobbing is also our spe¬ 
cialty. 

Our shop is on Farrand 
St. f near Bloomfield Ave. 
Residence, 104 Thomas St. 

SPEER & STAGER. 

PAINTING and PAPER HANGING, 

No. 261 Montgomery St. 

Post-office box 91, Bloomfield. 

HOUSE, SIGN, AND FRESCO PAINT¬ 
ING, KALSOMINING, GRAINING, *c\ 

Jobbing promptly attended to. Estimates 
cheerfully given. 


D. A. Newport, 

I DEALER IN 

Pine, Spruce and Hemlock Lumber 

and Masons’ Materials. 

LATH, SHINGLES, BRICK, LIME 
CEMENT, PLASTER, Etc. || 

Yards on Spruce Street, 

At crossing of N. Y. and G. L. R. R. 


FRED. HETZEL, 
Artesian Well Driller 

^AND CONTRACTOR, 

21 Race Street, l : Bloomfield. 



Wm. A. Molter, 

Engineer and 

Machinist. 


JoBRIXO A HPWtAl.fY 

Engin*»«, Boiler*. Pump*, Sharing :»n* I 
$ Pulleys Repaired and Set Up In fiuimihg 
Ordei 1 . Gun* and I^n-U* Repaired 

Lain Movers Repaired and Sharped. 
Steam and Gas Fitter. E.ig, t«.i« oroimd. mw-mu. 

smithing. Wood Hitching ami < I«• 11 »— 
Pole* on Hand ; also Turned t«* Oi *t* i 

BICYCLES FOR SALE AND l** 
( HANGED. REPAIRING A SPEC¬ 
IALTY. AI*o, a Full Line «»f Sundnt - 
Blevele* to Hire by the Hour. N'e*-L 
or Mont I*. 



496 Bloomfield Ave. 

iH|i|*. Kit*-** H»rv«t i 

lil.OOMFIt.il>, N.-.J, 


JUST RECEIVED 


Large Stock of Garden Tools 

DIRECT FROM MANUFACTURER FOR 

Spring and Summer Trade. 


Cm 

«»t hei 


Also Lawn Seed, Lawn Fertilizer, Ijian Mowei*. lawn Spii.U. i- 
Ho*e Reel*, Poultry Wire, Monipiilo Netting. and many 
% Seasonable G«mmIh. 

All Good Quality at Low Prices. 

SAMUEL : PELOUBET, 

Dealer in Hardware and House Furnishing Goods, 

Bloomfield Centre, Bloomfield, N. J. 


E. D. ACKERMAN, 

Sanitary Plumber, Steam and Gas Filler, 

316 GLEMWOOD AYE., NEAR THE CENTRE, BLOOMFIELD. 

Portable and Brick-Set Furnaces, Ranges. &c. 
Tin, Copper, and Sheet-Iron Work. 


First-class work 

cheerfully given. 


Done. Jobbing promptly attended to. Estimate* 


ROBERT M. STILES, 


DEALER IN 


JEDDO COAL 

Hickory Wood for Grates. 

Also, Hay, Feed and Grain at Bottom Prices 

316 GLENWOOD AVENUE. 


THE ORANGE AWNING CO., 


MANUFACTUKKR* OP 



AWNINGS,: TENTS,: FLAGS,: BANNERS, 

Horse, Truck ard Wagon Covers. 

DECORATIONS FOR BALLS, PARTIES, AND RECEPTIONS, 

Nos. 246-250 Main St., Orange. 

Over Orange Having* Bank, comer Com 8t. 

Floor Crash and Canopies To Let. Awning* taken down, stored and insured for 
the winter. Orders by mall will receive prompt attention. 

D. BROCKIE, Manager. 


Thomas M+Tryniski 
309 South'4ffi Street 
Fulton New York 
13069 


www.fultonhistory.com 
























































































































